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" Please look at the picture carefully, and then try to
copy the pose of the girl in the centre/' said Frau Stanin.
" Give me your pyjamas, I'll look after them."
Obediently, Marie stepped out of her baggy Chinese
trousers and, as she handed them, together with the coat,
to Sonia Stanin, Boris, and another man whom she took
to be Stanin, the stage-manager, gased at her attentively.
Vronsky then left his seat and, approaching the dais
where Marie posed, passed his hands over her body
with the delicately impersonal, yet firm, touch of the
physician. His voice was perfectly cairn and businesslike
as he remarked,<e Mrs. Drayton's body is supple and her
flesh isn't flabby. Should I engage her, though, she'll
require plenty of exercise to strengthen the muscles of
her legs, arms, and back. Her ankles, too, will need
special massage to enable her to do the barefoot dancing
I require."
Frau Stanin listened attentively to Vronsky the while
her husband murmured Marie's measurements to his
assistant, who wrote them down for Vronsky's subsequent
perusal. Everything was so matter-of-fact that Marie
lost her self-consciousness and felt as though she were
being measured by a tailor or dressmaker.
When Vronsky and Stanin had resumed their seats,
Marie, in accordance with their instructions, improvised
a dance such as she imagined the Bacchante might have
performed. At the corner of the dais lay a wreath of
vine leaves which Marie picked up pretending to present
the garland to Bacchus. Then crouching on her heels,
she covered her face with her hands, as though to shade
her eyes from the radiance of the deity's visage. The
profile of her form in this attitude was so graceful
that Vronsky decided to introduce this pose into the
Bacchanalian revel he was composing.
When she returned to the dressing-room, despair
blurred Marie's outlook. She had failed, of that she
was convinced. She glanced at her watch. It was only